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miss it mightily when they can't talk face to face with their mis
tress, and find out all the news, and have a bite and a sup, anc
carry off a titbit to the farm as well. That is the sort of thing tha
always warms a servants heart/
'You surprise me/ said Odysseus.<!You must have been quite
a little fellow, Eumaeus, when you came all that way from yom
parents and your home! Won't you tell me what happened?
Were you stolen in the streets when they sacked the city where
your parents lived; or did some band of buccaneers catch you
alone with the flocks or herds, bring you by ship to the palace
here and get a good price from your master?'
*My friend,' replied the admirable swineherd, *you have
asked for the story of my capture. Very well, give me your ear
and enjoy the tale as you sit there and drink your wine. There's
no end to these nights. They give one time to listen and be enter-
tained as well as time to sleep. Nor is there any need for you to
go early to bed. Even where sleep is concerned, too much is a
bad thing. But any of the rest, if the spirit moves them, can go
out and sleep. For at the first sign of dawn they must break their
fast and sally out with the royal pigs. Meanwhile let us two, here
in the hut, over our food and wine, regale ourselves with the
unhappy memories that each can recall. For a man who has been
through bitter experiences and travelled far can enjoy even his
sufferings after a time.
* You were asking me about my early days. Let me give you
the tale. There is an island called Syrie - you may have heard the
name - out beyond Ortygie, where the Sun turns in his course.
It's not so very thickly peopled, though the rich land is excellent
for cattle and sheep and yields fine crops of grapes and corn.
Famine is unknown there and so is disease. No dreadful scourges
spoil the islanders' happiness, but as the men of each generation
grow old in their homes, Apollo of the Silver Bow comes with
Artemis, strikes them with kindly darts, and lays them low.
There are two cities in the island, which is divided between
them. My father, Ctesius son ofOrmenus, was king of them
both and ruled them like a god.

